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PETER PAARS 

CANTO L 



My taie is of a man whose deeds and fate 
When known to famé will make his memory great; 
I sing a Hero, worthy Peter Paars, 
Who journeyed once from Gallundborg to Aars. (*) 

Say, green-eyed Envy, say, thou wicked goddess, 
What stirred the cruel neart beneath thv boddice^ 
So fiercely to torment a man like Peter? 
He had a lady love and wîshed to meet her. 
Twas ail he sought ; he was no Spanish Don 
Who wandered forth with brazen nelmet on 
Giants to fight ; nor like the Pious Man 
Âeneas hight, vho fearful périls ran 
To conquer distant lands beyond the sea 
When forced by foes his Troian home to flee ; 
Good Peter Paars had no sucn deeds in view^ 
Ambitions thonghts his àpirit never knew ; 
He had a lady love he wished to see, 
He wandered forth to visit Dorothy. 
Who could hâve dreamed that in so short a ramble, 
Good honest Peter needs mnst fight and scramble 
With iEolus for his life, escape, and then 
Fall among thieves and cruel highwaymen, 
Or that a Goddess would make such a fuss 
About a matter so innocuous ? 

(1) The aa in Danish bas nearly the sound of o in English; henee Paa 
and Aars are pronounced as if wrltten Pores an4 Orej. „ 



This time she failed, as ofl she faîled before, 
And Peter home returned, his trials o'er, 
Became a man of note, his neighbours' wouder, 
To whom they ail were forced to knuckle uuder. 
Hère, Envy, toou canst learn the usefiil lesson, 
That those whom thou dost most deli^ht to press on 
Are thereby steeled lo win undying giory. 
And blaze like cornets in their country*s story : 
Thj hatred ofl bas made a simple swain 
Shme in the firmament like Gharles's Wain. 

Now, Muse ! relate our bero's wondrous taie ; 
Remember, nought but truth will hère avail ; 
We want no bumbug, not one word of fable, 
So send back Pegasus into his stable ; 
Tell no well-sounding lies unto your poet, 
As oft you 've done before, and well you know it. 

Three years before the Calmar war began. 
Ere people after foreign fashions ran, 
When coffee was unknowh^ nay even toddy. 
And strong brown stout sufûced to warm the body ; 
In that good time when whims and wants were few 
And hence the burgber's riches' daily çrew, 
Our town as citizen a worthy man haa, 
Danish his parents, German was his grand-dad. 
This worthy citizen, called Peter Paars, 
Resolved to sail from Callundborg to Aars, 
For there he fondly hoped again to see 
The loadstar of his soûl fair Dorothy. 
Quoth Peter to hiraself. t Well do I know 
The dangers I may meet with if I go ; 
And she would tremble had she any notion 
That I were tossing on the treàcherous océan ; 
But what is love if fear of storms can scare it. 
Or squeamishness of stomach can impair it? » 
Peter's affection >^as of sterner stufiF, 
He feared no tempest hoWsocver rough ; 
And so he hired at once a tight-built yawl, 
Heedless of wind or weather, cal m or squall. 

Scarce had our hero shipped himself ând traps 
When some unthinking babnler, or perhaps 
>ome dear good natured friend. set off and ran 
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To tell the goddess Envj Peter*s plan : 

• What ! » cried she furious, « am I doomed to this ? 

Must I stand by and look on others' bliss ? 

See Peter Paars and Dorolhy embracing? 

And sister Venus such a meeting gracing? 

No ! ère Paars sees Dorothy's curl-papers 

He and bis yawl sball eut sorae precious capers ! » 

Up in a moment bounced sbe from ber lair 
And flew as Aies an arrow through tbe^air. 
This fiery baste was not ber wont of old 
Wben, seated in ber dismal cavem cold, 
Sbe gorged berself on TÎpers fricasseed 
And ne ver budged save at tbe utmost need : 
Tbis may bave neen tbe case (Ovidius Naso 
And sundry otber beatben poets say so) 
In olden times, but now, aias^ no more ; 
Her days of listless indolence are o*er ; 
Sbe's ever on tbe vfin^ by day and ni^bt, 
And scarcely bas tbe time to take a bite ; 
In camps and courts sbe sbows ber ugly features 
Nor eveit scoms to call on ragged créatures ; 
Wberever Merit is you're sure to find ber, 
Wberever Virtue moves sbe's close bebind ber : 
Ob may tbe good old times return again, 
And tbe vile monster sulk witbin ber den ! 

Fortb (as I sang already) Envy flew, 
And soon bad reacbed an island wbere sbe knew^ 
Tbe boisterous Winds in cbains imprisoned lay, 
Under King Aeolus's rigorous sway : 
How fierce tbey are Ibeir bideous bowlings tell ; 
(Tbe passing seaman knows tbe sound too well) 
But thanks to iron bars and Aeolus*s wbip 
Tbe raging monsters seldom fortb can slip ; 
Praise ne to Jove, wbo gave tbem sucb a master, 
And tbus prevented bavoc and disaster ; 
Woe to tbe eartb, tbe sea and skies if tbey 
Were masters only for a single day / 

Envy found JEolus on bis lonely isie 
Fishing for crabs bis leisure to beguile, 
And straigbt, witbout e*en wishing bim t good morning » 
Tbus rushed in médias res witbout a warning : 
t Now, King of Tempests, you must bear my prayer 
Or I sball bang myself in sheer despair : 
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Corne, change that stare into a pleasaât smile ; 
I tell you plainly I dont leave your isle 
Till you hâve fairly granted my pétition, 
And that without reserve, Sir^ or condition ! » 

The nonplussed King of Storms looked iip in wonder, 
As ducks are said to do on hearing thunder, . 
But such confusion fi lied his royal pâte 
That for the moment he could'nt cogilate ; 
He therefore ^athered ail the crabs neM caught 
Slowly and leisurely to give time for thou^ht. 
While thus employed it struck him love might be 
Perchance the cause of Envy's foolery ; 
For oft he'd found when matters went awry 
Venus had had a finger in the pie, 
And eke had traced it to young Gupid's treason 
When ladies doin^s wanted rhyme and reason : 
« 'Tis love » quoth iEolus that's working in her. 
But who'd be caught by such an ugly sinner? 
Well might he ask, for every schoolboy knows 
E'en Pallas trembled when she saw her nose, 
Her yellow skin, her parchment lanthorn jaws , 
Her lean gaunt figure and her scraggy claws ; 
Her leer was fearîful, and still worse her smirk, * 

For that betrayed her busy at her work : 
And every time a laugh convulsed her chin^ 
You mignt be sure she had been murdering. 

To i£olus her words most grievous sounded. 
In fact the island King was quite confounded : 
Envy beheld his fix, and ère his courage rose 
Resolved to overwhelm him with her blows : 
« I tell you, iEdus, I dont budge till you 
My bidding in this serions matter do ; 
Màke up your mind instead of makin^ faces 
This pill you'll swallow. Sir, so no grimaces ! » 
King iEolus looked blank, and then began to mutter 
Disiointed words which ended in a stulter ; 
« I m very sorry ma'am — pray cant you call tomorrow? 
The winds bave lately caused me poignant sorrow ; 
Besides, you see, Tve other fish to fry — » 
He pointed to his crabs, and told^ alas, a lie ! 
In sooth he scarcely knew what he was talking 
And pieking up his basket off was stalking, 
^^hen Envy laid her claws upon his shoulder^ 
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For bis poltroonery had made her bolder : 

This impudence a révolution made 

In iEolus wbo roared : c Hands ofT, you, jade ! 

I see you *ve got a screw loose in your bead^ you 

Dream some fool is dying now to wed you ! 

Wby Vulcan fainted wben he beard you call 

Him" up as partner at Queen Juno*s bail ; 

And now, for sooth, you want to be a wife 

And catch a partner for the dance of life ! 

Fie on your tolly, you uncomely sinner, 

Off to your den, and let me go to dinner ! » 

Thèse were no compliments — but Envy knew 
That if at once into a rage she flew. 
She needs must lose where she had hoped to gain 
And her long joumey would be ail in vain ; 
Kinç iEolus^s taunts she stowed away 
Bebmd her ear for use some other dav. 
For now bis aid she needed and rougn words 
Oft tum the milk of kindness into curds : 
So in the h ope bis interest to awaken 
With gentlest voice she said « 'Pon honour you 're mistaken ! 
I do not seek your help to make a match, 
A husband is the last thing I would catch t 
'Tis to prevent the crime 1 hither came, 
I would not kindle, I would quench a flame. 
Oh iEolus, I could not bear to see 
Peter embrace bis darling Dorothy; 
If Peter Paars should perpetrate a kiss 
Farewell for ever to my eartbly bliss ; 
Lend me a Utile storm, I dont want mucb, man, 
And if I do not drown him call me Dutcbman ; 
Within an hour I promise Peter's Corpus 
Sball be withiu the stomach of a porpoise ! 

The storm King beard her out then grave and slow 
Heplied as follows : • Madam, its no go I 
I still remember well the fearful wigging 
I once received for ripping up some rigging 
When in the days of kmg iEneas I 
Forlh from bis cavem let young Boreas fly ; 
Since then, believe me, I am scarce allowed 
In my own island hère to blow a cloud ; 



Instead of making storms as you suppose 
l've hardly got the right to blow my nose ; 
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Will you beard Neptune, madam, you niay do it , 
But ail who do so never fail to rue it ; ' 

My crabs are at vour service — e'en that tumiy — 
But not a puff of wind for love or money. » 

Envy now saw her way, and with a smile 
Resolved lo take kinff iEolus by guile : 
€ So you » she criea « we always thought a king 
Are nothing but a paltry underling; 
Ready no doubt to poHsh Neptune^s boots, 
Prépare his quids and twist iiirn bis cheroots ! 
But still 'tis strange, when last the muster roll 
Of gods was read, I Envy, heard the wbole ; 
Neptune was named sole monarch of the seas 
And you the kinff of every wind and breeze ; 
The solemn truth is you ve been made a fool of, 
I know that every day you 're made a tool of. 
And Neptune sits anci cracks his sides with glee 
While playing on your gullibility. 
You stare, and well you may, but in your plight 
Instead of staring thus, believe me^ I 'd show fight » 

She ceased ; poor ^Eolus was borrified ! 
Beneath his doublet shame and fury tried, 
Who should be master ; Fury gained the day 
And up the mountain-side he rushed away; 
Within his but he grasped his'nisty keys 
And in a jifiFy loosed a vigorous breeze, 
*Twas but a foretaste — m a moment more 
A host of winds came rushing with a roar 
That made e*en Envy grasp her new trimmed bonnet 
Lest she should lose it ana the ribbon on it, 
And when he had unbolted the last wicket : 
« Go it! > he bellowed, t that's the real ticket! » 
Scarce were the winds let loose from out their den, 
When such a hubbub rose as ne*er was heard by men ; 
The oldest fish declared he could n t remember 
So great a rumpus even in September, 
When Autumn meets with Summcr on the sea 
And fiercely struggles for the mastery. 

Paars stood aghast — a moment he turned pale, 
But soon he mauned himself to meet the gale ; 
He felt his duty was to cheer the rest , 

Vnd not to show his crew a fallen crest : 

Courage, my lads! » he cried « better die sea sick "qqqT^ 
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Than die by poison niciaiained doctor*s pbysic; 
Full many a nero's died upon the water 
And many a bark gone down when tbe wind caugbt lier ; 
1 really almost think I sbould prefer 
To eut my stick at once, witbout demur, 
But darling Dorothy would deeply sigh 
To learn tnat I had gone nor said good bye' : 
But for her sake, why deatb upon the wave 
To me were nought ; ïd choose a watery grave : 
Besides, to tell the truth 'tis Hobson's cnoice. 
As to our mode of dyiog we 've no voice ; * 

If 'lis our doom to feed the ravenous fishes 
We shall e*en do so whatsoe'er our wisbes ; 
, So dont despair, your courage you must pick up 
But oh my stomach ! — pray excuse me — (hiccup !) » 
Hère Paafs foreot bis Danisn and spoke Dutch, 
At least the sailors ail believcd it sucb ; 
As fierce within bis gullet was the ratlling 
As if a score of pebbles there were battling ; 
But not the luhg$ tbe stomach made tbe music 
And sucb a sea had made bolh me and you sick. 

When Peter Ruus bis master tbus descried 
Grunting and growling belpless at bis side 
He thought, ffood man, it was a tbing of course. 
That he sbould now continue the discourse, 
And tbus be spoke : « My lads ! 'tis even so, 
Fate rules relentlessly both higb and low ; 
On Joe it smiles. witn Jack plays wondrous tricks, 
Joe gets the balfpeuce, Jack gets ail tbe kicks : 
Of some tbe gallows is tbe destiny 
And sucb will never perish on tbe sea, 
And therefore few of you now sailing hère 
In this good boat a watery grave need fear : 
One fish is bornjto finish in a fry, 
Others, say eels^are doomed to fiU a pie; 
One dog dies surfeited with toast and butter 
Another dies of bunger in the gutter; 
One book is bound in Russian, green and gold. 
A bel ter as waste paper oft is sold ; 
One nose is pug, another Greek or Roman 
But this is not the fault of man or woman ; 
Fate does it ail, and bence it 'twere arrant folly 
0*er Fate's decrees to pine in melancboly. ooqIc 
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Besides, my friends^ you dont forget, I trust, 

That now or somewhat later die you must; 

In fact if die you could n*t you'd cprowl and sigh 

That you, poor souls^ were nM allowed to die ; 

If you douDt this go ask the Wanderîng Jew 

(As I hâve donc, for well the roan I knew.) , 

And he will tell you living and Bot dying 

Is to poor mortal men by far more trying. 

rd fam continue, Gentlemen, but oh dear me ! 

I and my beefsteak breakfast doat agrée ; 

Perhaps the tea I drank was rather strong, 

But something (hiccup!) has ffooe (hiccup!) wrong. » 

A moment more both orators lay sprawling 

Beside each other loudly 'steward' oawiing ; 

They seemed to think, good men, that stomach straining 

Alone of human ills was noê of Fate*s ordaining. 

The brilliant speech of Peter Ruus effected 
A révolution in tne crew dejected ; 
They ail declared that such a glorious sermon 
They n'er had heard in Danish or în German ; 
« Happy » cried Niels the hoatswain « is the mother 
Who talls him son, I wish he were my brother ; 
Had he been only sent a while to colleçe 
He would bave been a miracle of knowledge, 
And e'en Archdeacon Rasmus Iscgrim 
Would bave been forced to doff his cap to him : 
If Peter Ruus — but hark, what's that ? — our mast 
And ail the brand new tackle gone at last ! » 

Poor Peter Ruus essayed anolher bout ' 
Of good advice to give, but it came out 
So intermingled with his préviens dinner 
That not a word was cauçht by any sinner. 
Upon the deck men rolled about like skittles 
And some cast up again their morning's victuals ; 
One grasped a rope whene'er the vessel rose 
Another caught his neighbour by the nose ; 
Poor Paars was drenched by many a briny billow, 
Of Peter Ruus a sea-chest made a pillow, 
Groans and left-handed blessings flew around 
In hideous concert with the tempest's sound ; 
The ligbnings flashed, the waves ran mountains high, 
The yawl danced fearfully 'twtxt sea and sky, 



And e'en the sand thrown up from ocean's shores 
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HuYled on the deck half buried Peter Paars. 
Thus fire, earlh and water joined their force 
To maul our hero on his luckless course. 

While thus the yawl without a sail or mast 
Upon the ra^iog sea about was cast, 
As luck would hâve it Gupid, who'd been snoring, 
Was wakened by Ihe tempest's fearful roaring. 
That morn he'd helped his mother to hang out 
A cap and gown sheM starched for Juno's rout ; 
The cap, he saw, was fluttering out to sea 
The ffown was lodged upon a neigbbourin^ tree ; 
Swiftiy the urchin ran — most archly lookmg ~ 
To tell the news to Venus who was cooking ; 
She started up, o*ertuming in her hurry 
A dish of cutlels flavoured whith bot curry : 
Her instinct told her the whole truth at once ; 
(In love affairs Queen Venus is no dunce.) 
She knew from Envy's plot arose the strife 
And vowed to save our hero's precious life : 
€ Hamess my swans j» she cried, Fil make a cal! 
On good old Neptune in his dripping hall : » 
€ Why, mother, in such weather i cried young Çupid, 
c Were / to launch a boat you'd.oall me stupid. *< 
« Weather forsooth ! » cried Venus in a rage, 
« War to the knife with Envy I will wage ! 
Corne, launch the car, dont stand gaping, eoose ; 
Buckie that strap, — now let the beauties îoose :'» 
Away she flew upon the foamingj waters, 
And in an hour was safe in Neplune*s quarters. 

At the old Sea King*s door the Goddess knocked^ 
(For getling old he aiways kept it locked) 
And when t was opened Neptune slared to see 
In such bad weather Beauty s Deity : 
^ Well Bright Eyes, » cried he, » tell me, pray, what is it 
Induced you in this squall my den to visit ? 
But, bless me ! youVe corne out without your clogs, 
Pray, dont you see il's raining cats and dogs ? 
And where on earth 's your Macintosh I pray ? 
You know I sent you one on boxing-day : 
You'Il catch the rheumatism or else the ague 
And 1 can tell you, madam, they will plague you ; 
Sit down upon this stool ; l'U poke the coals ; 



Come, dry your shawl, dear me ! it's ail in holes :. 
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The wind no doubt bas torn your ^rments tbus, 

But why you came to day is marvellous ! » 

« Neptune, my worthy man, 1 came to see, » 

Rephed the goddess with mock courtesy. 

« If the strange taies that people tell of you, 

Be foolish lying fictions or be true : 

I hear you ve thrown vour sceptre to the dogs, 

And now cant govern e en a pool of frogs ; 

Of the deep seas no longer you are master, 

There iEolus now rules, to our disaster ; 

^ovf, my dear Neptune, if this be the case, 

And you 've resi^ed you might bave bad the grâce 

To tell the world so by a proclamation, 

That we might know it, we and ail création ; 

Or by adverlisement — excuse the bint — 

In Times' or' Chronicle', or some other print ; 

At ail e vents. Sir, since your reign is o'er 

Pray change your quarters, quit the océan 's shore ; 

The cabin ooys who once bowed down hefore you 

Will only laugh at, nay when groggy floor you ; 

Hère by the sea you cannot longer stay, 

Take ail your rattle traps at once away : 

That speaking trumpet made of purest métal 

Might with a little skill become a kettle ; 

Do go to Vulcan's smithy, be a stoker, 

Your trident there would make a first rate poker : 

Excuse my bluntness, dont begin to pout, 

'Tis friendship's solemn duty to speak ou t. • 



To this the Sea King furious answered : « Madam ! 
lame on the lying rogues, I wish I had' em 
Hère in my grip, Fd hang Ihem every one, 



And teach them ail at me to poke their fun. i 
I know 'tis iEolus the blustering boasler 
That makes the océan ail this mornin^ so stir ; 
He doubtless thinks he's Sea King ~ ne's forgot 
The twice six dozen that of old he got, 
When in bis impudence he wrecked the fleet 
Of your good son, and thouht il a great feat ; 
Virdl bas told the taie as well he could ; 
And since l'vc seen it ail engraved on wood ; 
Tm sorry Fve just now mislaid the book. — 
An Ëlzevir I think — it's hidden in some nook. 
^ut now do tell why Boreas and the rest 



yGOOgI 



e 



- 13 - 

Hâve been ail morning such a horrid pest, 
Blowing great guns at sea, and eyen on land 
Raising tornados, whirlin^ up the sand? 
I once did think of launching my new gig 
Butfeared the i^ind might carry off my wig; 
So pray do clearly tell me what's the matter ; 
Fm quite confounded by the horrid clatter. » 

Such was 'King Neptune's speech — dont think il mine — 
I give il as 'twas spoken line for line ; 
I cant suppress the truth in my report 
Nor fabricate a speech to please the conrt ; 
The fact is this, a fact that history teaches, 
E'en kings at times make very dlly speeches. 

To Neptune's queries Venus answer made, 
And Peter's sad mishap she quick pourtrayed : 
Told of his ardent love for Dorothy, 
Of Envy's malice and her treachery, 
And now by flattery kin? iEolus was coaxed 
To lend her ail his mnas and so got hoaxed. 
« Well, » replied he, c the case is bad enough ; 
For Paars I do not care one pinch of snuff ; 
But that he — iEolus — the silly fellow, 
Should thus allow his winds tO howl and bellow 
Without the least permission asked of me 
Sticks in my gizzard — but now you shall see ! » 
His trident dashing down among the waves 
His voice he swells to thunder and thus raves : 
f You bawling blustering bellowing truants fly 
Back to your murky dens and quiet lie 1 
Off in a twiukling every mother's son, 
For if within five minutes I fmd one 
Still out of bounds, ye rogues, I tell ye 
The vagabond V\\ beat into a jelly ! 
With iEolus too Tve got a crow to pluck ; 
Go tell him he may think himself in luck 
I dont to-day his royal shoulders tickle 
With a nicè rod Fve got for him in pickle ; 
A cold, alas, and rheumatism together 
Wont let me budge in this outrageons weather ! » 

Scared by the sound of such tremendous words 
The truant winds at once tumed white as curds, 
And scudding home, each sneaked into his den, 
And vowed he never would fly out again. ^ i 
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Alas ! 'twas ail too late ; tfae fearfùl squall 
Had done its cruel work upon the yawl ; 
*Twas dashed to atoms by a sea tlîat struck it 
But not a man on bord it kicked the bucket. 



END OF GANTO 1. 
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